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Thtitnf. 

If I loofe thee, my Ioffe is my loves gaine, 

And loofing her, my friend hath found that Ioflkj 
Both findc each other, and I loofe both twaine, 
And both for my fake lay on me this crolTe, 

But here’s the jov > my friend and I arc one, 
-Sweet flattery,thcn fhee loves but me alone. 


F oo li [h difdaine. 

y E»«« with Adonis fitting by her, 

Vnder a Mirtle (hade began to wooc him* 

She told the youngling how god Man did try her# 
And as he fell to herjfhe fell to him. 

Even thus (quoth (he) the warlike god embrac’t mc 5 
And then (he dipt ji donk in her arrties : 

Even thus (quoth (he) the warlike god unlac’t me. 
As if the boy fnould ufe like loving charmes : 

Even thus (quoth (he) he feizjed on my lippes. 

And with her lips on his did aft the feizure ; 

And as (he fetched breakaway he skips. 

And would not take her meaning nor her pleafure* 
Ah 3 thatl had my Lady at this bay : 

To kifix and clip me till I run away. 


Ancient Antipathy, 

^Rabbed age and youth cannot live together# 
. v *Youthis full ofpleafance. Age is full of care^ 


Vo'erns? 

Youth like futamcr mornc. Age like winter weather^ 
Youthlike fummer brave. Age like winter bare. 
Youth is full of (jjorr, Ages breath is fhbit. 

Youth is nimble. Age is lame. 

Youth is hot and bold, Age is Wcakc and cold* 

Youth is wild, and age istariic. 

Age I doc abhor thee, Youth I doe adore theQj 
O my love my love is young ; 

Age I doe defie thee, Oh fweet Shepheard hie thee i 
Bor me thinks thou (hies too long* 


’Buutmv*l«Atm» 

OEautie ii but a vaine and doubtful 1 gc$d 3 
** A (hining glofle 3 that vadeth fuddainly, 

A flower chat dies, when firft it gins to bud# 
A brittle glaffc^hat’s broken prefently. 

A doubtful! good,igloffe,a2laffe,a flower? 
Loftivadedjbrokenjdeadwithin an houre. 
And as goods loft, 3rc feld or never found# 

As vaded gloiTe no rubbing will refre(h> 

As flowers dead, lie withered oa the ground* 
As broken glafte no fymdnc can redrefle. 

So beautic blemilht once,for ever loft, 
fpite of phiflckc,painting,painc and coft. 
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